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“NONE SO BLIND AS THOSE WHO WONT SEE.” 


Chorus of Bank_ Directors: “Examine your books, Mr. Baldy! Never, Sir. To question your honesty would be 
a refiection upon our Fossilized respectability. Besides, your hand-writing is so hard to read, you know.” 
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The Ninth Massachusetts. 


We await with interest the action of the 
military commission sent to investigate the 


J 


| **Ches” 


| President of the United States. 


| fitted the same lock, may well turn pale and 


conduct of the Ninth Massachusetts Regiment | 


at the time of the Yorktown Celebration. 
From the evidence, it appears that the Bay 
State was upon this occasion represented by 
some of its most unworthy citizens, who forgot 
not only to conduct themselves as guests 
should toward their hosts, but who even over- 
stepped the bounds of common decency, and 
were guilty of a course of proceedings which 
should bring upon them the punishment due 
in such cases, as it has already brought upon 
them the contempt of lovers of order every- 
where. It should not be permitted to a few 
rough persons to bring disgrace upon a great 
State. And it is only by swift and adequate 
punishment that Massachusetts can escape the 
odium now resting upon her from the inexcus- 
able behavior of the Ninth Regiment ir Vir- 
ginia. 


Banking Methods. 





THE venerable, white-haired gentlemen 
whose spotless lives, elegant brown-stone 
houses, gayly-caparisoned teams, and liveried 
coachmen make their namesshine out in the 
lists of bank directors, are responsible for 
more misery and deep profanity than their 
good old minds and hearts ever, perhaps, con- 
templated. When men and women who put 
their hard-earned money in a bank over which 
such ‘‘ grannies” as these are supposed to be 
hovering in watchful care, who is to blame 
when all awake some fine morning to find that 
the cashier arose earlier and ‘ scooped in the 
pot?” The ‘‘ trusted cashier,” at the head of 
his Sunday-school class, or seated in the front 
pew of the most fashionable church, is a pic- 
ture that delights the eye of the average old 
granny who is one of the directors of the 
bank. How could this aged man find it 
possible in his heart of hearts to mis- 
trust this sainted cashier? How could he, 
think of such diabolism as to question the ac- 
counts of such a model of sobriety and Chris- 
tian grace? How could he even stare at the 
books as though figures might lie? Paralyze 
the thought! Now that ancther institution 
has collapsed, and the modest gentleman, who 
was permitted to handle all the money, has 


| How well they remember his joyful manner 


| altered. 





THE J UEGeE. 


confessed that he has robbed the depositors of 
millions, what will they do with the old 
‘‘orannies ” whose duty it was to see that he 
did not steal? 


The Combination Changed. 

MIKE CREGAN, Jake Patterson, Barney Big- 
lin, Johnny O'Brien, Bob McCord, Steve 
French, Bouquet Georgie Bliss, and the rest 
of the boys who often had opportunity to at- | 
tach themselves to ‘‘Ches” Arthur's private 
ear may now find it difficult to realize that 
is no longer willing to ‘‘ chuck dice ” 
with them for the beer. He who was the 
central figure in their nightly festivities, who 





knew more about the management of primary 


elections than all of them put together, is now 
They who, 
with him, were wont to jingle latch-keys that 


tremble, when they find themselves in Wash- 
ington and at the door of the White House. 


and the affectionate bang on the back which 
they received from him. 


Now everything is 
The old familiar lock is not there. 
The combination has been changed. THE 
JUDGE knows how hard it must be for the 
boys to compare ‘*Ches” of a year ago with 
the President of to-day. But would he be | 
entitled to his record as a skillful and shrewd 
politician were he not to recognize the fact 
that he has ceased to be ‘‘Ches” even with 
his old companions, and is President Arthur, 
with all the dignity and glory that attaches to 
the proud title which he wears? 


Ir Archibald Forbes, the English journalist, 
whose waking hours are spent in detailing the 
wonderful things accomplished by him in the 
search for news, would obtain a situation as 
a reporter on a New York newspaper, he 
would find that his past career was filled with 
loafings by the wayside. Batted about like a 
base-ball by City editors, managing editors, 
and editors-in-chief, attending funerals and 
festivals, balloon voyages and hanging matches, 
all in one week, would take the conceit out of 
him, and make hima quiet, unassuming gentle- 
man, as all New York newspaper men are. 


Our Sportsmen. 

Mr. WorrH sees everything with an artist’s 
eye, and at the same time he catches the hu- 
mor of passing events, as will be seen in one 
of our cartoons, where he has given us some 
sketches of hunting scenes on Long Island. 
These sketches are not exaggerated in the least, 
as any one knows who has ever traveled over 
the various railroads on Long Island at this 
season of the year. 

Our esteemed German fellow-citizen appears 
to be the most enthusiastic sportsman among 
us, and as soon as the shooting season begins 
he may be seen in all the paraphernalia of a 
huntsman, accompanied by one or more dogs, 
of any breed, from a poodle to a Newfound- 
land, making for the suburbs. It is comical 
to a passenger, who encounters perhaps fifty 
of them in a smoking car on their way, but to 














| the unhappy farmer living anywhere near 


their ‘‘ meets,” there is nothing comical in the 
matter; quite the contrary, for they despise 
such things as fences or gardens when they 
happen to be in the way, and if about ten 


| hunters and twenty or thirty dogs get after an 


unfortunate rabbit, they would not hesitate to 
overrun anything in order to capture it. In 
fact, they do more harm to property, as a 


general thing, than they do to the game, for 


probably nine out of ten of them cannot fire a 
gun fatally, unless by accident, and if they re- 
turn at night, after a day’s ‘‘sport,” with a 
sparrow or a robin, they celebrate the event 
as their ancestors used to when returning 
from the chase. To capture a rabbit or a 
quail occasions the wildest rejoicing, and the 
successful huntsman wears a carrot-top in his 
hat for at least a week. 


Hoboken Firemen. 


THE folly of relying upon a volunteer fire 
department for protection against a confla- 
gration was abundantly proved by the action 


of the Hoboken firemen last Sunday, These 


worthies, being disaffected on account of 


some political wrangle, actually abandoned 
their duties, and, like a recalcitrant voter, re- 
fused to ‘‘run with the machine.” Fire or no 
fire, they would get even with the mayor in 
return for the slights they fancied he had 
heaped upon them. And get even they un- 


doubtedly did, while property to the value of 


nearly a million dollars vanished in smoke. 
The result can only be the summary extinction 
of the volunteer department and the substitu- 
tion of a paid department in its place. 


‘‘T say, old feller, come up to my golden 
wedding,” said one of society’s darlings, who 
is to be married soon. ‘‘ Why do you call it 
your golden wedding?” queried the one ad- 
dressed. ‘‘Oh,” replied the other, ‘‘ because 
her pa is going to shell out about $500,000.” 


HE who is compelled to eat ‘‘ humble pie” 
becomes very crusty. 


Sone of John Kelly: 


‘** Let the winds blow high or the winds blow low, 
My heart is true to Poll.” 


‘* WELL, didn’t I tell you how it would be? 
it is rather a moist day when we get left.” 


‘Ban! it was an ‘off year’ anyhow.” 
** And you're off yer ear on account of it! 
Whoop! set ’em up again, Tom !” 





THE day of the strikes is over, 
And the ‘‘ gang” he controlled is no more, 
He’s done with his living in clover, 
, And he “‘ hangeth” his henceforth score. 


‘ 


THE only persons that lose their dollars in 
Wall street are those that have no sense. 


It has been said that THE JUDGE is color 
blind, but he is rubbing up his color bump, 
and we'll see whether he is or not. 
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Mr. Timip—the unexpectedly successful candidate, being introduced toa few of 
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PRE-RAPHAELITE LIARS. 


THE JUDGE has reference to that particular 
variety who correspond for country papers. 
He has the greatest respect for liars, even 


_ those of the ‘‘Gath” school, but he complains 


now of those who possess his inclinations with- 
out his genius for making a bald-headed lie 
look respectable, even with the wig of country 
And yet, after all, it must be this 
very country credulity which fosters beings of 
this kind, for what is there short of it that 
would tolerate such nonsense as is sent out 
from this city. 


credulity. 


The only wonder is, to those living here, 
when they by chance see country papers 
which support the luxury of ‘‘ New York Cor- 
respondents,” how they can swallow such 
In these days of telegraphs and the 
general dissemination of news, how can the 
people living outside of the Metropolis tolerate, 
even over Sunday, such sensational nonsense 
as is sent to them by the supposed posted cor- 
respondent. For instance, one of them aston- 
ishes his readers by assuring them that the 
wife of W. H. Vanderbilt has set society and 
the world agog by eloping with her coachman, 
and another makes his letter interesting by 
giving a piece of news that other portions of 
the world are denied, namely, that Mrs. Wil- 
liam B. Astor has lately undertaken to find 
out who are and who are not really charitable. 
One of them goes so far as to say that this 
estimable lady is keeping a peanut stand on 
the corner of Broadway and Twenty-sixth 


slush. 


street, where she has a sign hanging out, 


which reads: ‘‘Remember the Poor!’ and 





THE DAY AFTER ELECTION. 


‘*der boys” who worked for hi 


I nerer recollect seeing any of you befere, but [—E— 


m, and who of course expect something soft in return— 


which she personally superintends, in the dis- | 


guise of an old Irish woman; that she watches 
with eagle eye the scions of aristocracy, as 
they come for their daily peanuts, and calls their 
especial attention to her benevolent sign, in 
order to test their sincerity, and if they pur- 
chase peanuts without being moved beyond a 
selfish motive, she cuts them off from her lists 
forever; but if, perchance, a poor boy comes 
along, and after buying five cents worth of her 


S ¢£ orVvine yr Te PNTS § ine oy | ee 
nuts and giving her ten cents and telling her | original. 


to keep the change for the poor, she aston- | 


ishes him by handing him a check for thou- | 


sands of dollars. Or these unmitigated liars 
tell how they have dined with some of the na- 
bobs of New York, and report most confiden- 
tial conversations—which said nabobs would 
scarcely impart to their wives or brothers— 
giving details of private affairs, in which they 
manage to posture as central figures, when 
perhaps all they know of the people of whom 
they write is what they may obtain from the 
kitchen scullion or assistant coachman, and 
are glad to put up with a garret room and 
eke out a miserable existence on cheese and 
crackers while pretending to be the familiars 
of wealthy aristocrats. But THE JUDGE con- 
cludes that these outrageous things will never 
cease until people living outside of great cen- 
ters become better educated and thereby 
less gullible than they now are. These busy 
Bohemians, who write manifold 
perhaps a dozen country papers; who have 
got to make their ‘‘ rot” sensational in order 
to make it marketable, will live and thrive, 
at the rate of ten dollars a week, perhaps, 
just so long as the readers of the papers 





letters to 


for which they correspond will swallow the 
ridiculous nonsense which they send them, 
pretending to be posted ahead of the ordinary 
news gatherers, on whom respectable publica- 
tions depend. Who ever knew one of their 
sensations to be verified?” 

A New JERSEY milkman was recently ar- 
rested by the health officers for watering his 
milk, but his excuse for doing so was decidedly 
He said he had heard that there 
was a scarcity of water in New York, and he 
thought it would be a kindly act on his part to 
send some over there. 

‘T HEARD that you took a valuable prize at 
the Mechanics’ Institute Fair, Bob.” 

‘Yes, but a policeman made me put it 
right back again. What encouragement is 
there for enterprise and industry in this coun- 
try anyway ?” 


THE colored people of this city are talking 
about starting a Young Men’s Christian <As- 
sociation. And if they do, will they have a 
colored Comstock, and exclude white Chris- 
tian young men, just as our white Christians 
keep out their black fellow-travelers to the 
New Jerusalem? 


THEY call a recently imported tenor a Pat- 
ti-cake, but from the way the papers have 
‘‘roasted ” him from time té time, we should 
call him a griddle-cake. 


THE Land Bill is proving a greater blessing 


| to Ireland than ever the Land League would. 
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INCLINED THAT WAY. 


A STORY FOR BACHELORS. 





BY “BRICKTOP. 


Mrs. Wax had 
more than an ordinary landlady’s interest in 
her bachelor boarder, Toft MeGudgeon. 


It will be remembered that 


She 
had smiled upon him and saved for him the 
tenderest cuts of meat for years, and when she 
saw that he was not inclined that way so much 
as she was, she unwittingly answered his mat- 
rimonial advertisement, which almost caused 
a disruption between them. 


But perhaps the dear widow only allowed | 


her heart to wander from its home object just 
to let him see that there might bea possibility 
of his losing her, provided he could but know 
that some other man was paying her atten- 
tion; and perhaps, also, it might have been 
that she actually wanted to get married to the 
first candidate that might be found. 

Of course, however, the motives of widows 
are past finding out, but the violent wrench 
that MeGudgeon’s 
heart that Sunday evening nearly burst her 


appearance gaye her 
corset strings. 
Tott was dressed like a very swell, for was 


he not going to call upon Clara Queen, the 


bright and entertaining young lady who had | 


answered his ‘‘ad.,” and who had found the 
single enjoyment of the fortune she had in- 
herited such a bore to her? Of course he was. 

And of Mrs. Wax knew it. 
Her woman's told her that he had 


called once before to make her acquaintance, 


course too 


instinct 


and this wild array in ‘bib and tucker” 
her that he had 
Oh, a-jo-ny! 

What else for it? What but 


the expected realization of his matrimonial] 


vinced found favor in her 


eves, 


could account 


dreams could curl those thin lips of his into a 
What else 


could shape new and expensive broadcloth to 


smile that was almost charming? 
as to almost 
What but the 


fortune |} 


his cranky limbs in such a way 


hide the natural irregularities? 


prospect of winning a vy a slight 


sacrifice on his part would smooth nearly all 
the wrinkles from his face, and make his very 
presence aromatic with rare perfumes? 

As before stated, his 


rayed and beautitied, nearly made her anxious 


appearance, thus ar- 
heart leap out, but, thanks to recent improve- 


ments in corsets, it didn’t wholly get away 


from her. 


3ut she lost no time in getting her things | 


on, including a veil, and following him. 

Her palpitating valvular blood vessel told 
her which way he had gone, of course, and 
before he had time to reach her rival's house, 
she caught sight of him, ambling along like a 
coltish young beau. 
the closed upon him its 
thud found a dull echo in her bosom, and a 


3ut when door 
man just passing thought she was going to 
faint. 

Half an hour later Toft McGudgeon and 
Clara Queen came out for a walk. She was 
arrayed like a gladiolus, and had the satisfiae- 
tion of knowing that every woman she passed 
would turn around to look at her, a thing very 
dear to the female heart. 

True, dressed a trifle ‘‘louder ” 


she was 


| tone down a few after Hymen had set his seal 


| upon her, 


COn- | 


THE JUDGE. 


than MeGudgeou would have liked, but he re- 
flected that she was a spoiled child of fortune 
and fashion, and that she would undoubtedly | 


‘‘Which way, please?” he asked, in win- 
some tones, as they reached the sidewalk. 
“Oh, let’s go down Fifth avenue past the 
People always look so jolly around 
and the little interlude of 


laughter between that and her next speech was 


hotels, 
hotels,” said she, 
music to his hungry ears. 


‘* Certainly,” he replied, and yet he would 


much rather have gone in almost any other 


direction. He would most likely meet ac- 
quaintances, which, under the circumstances, 


had 


been seen on the street with even a quietly 


would be embarrassing, since he never 
dressed lady before. 


And did she 


around the entrance 


whi regard people standing 
to hotels as jolly? He 
had always entertained a most supreme con- 
tempt for them, as they seemed little more 


than attitudinizers, 
thought he, ‘* 


‘posing toe itch a mash.” 


‘* Poor girl !” 


fushion’s frivol- 
ities and the ways of the world have 


spoiled 


| her.” 


Few. however, would ‘have recogmzed Me- 
Gudgeon in his new array and as the beau of 
t all. 


such a butterfly, for he was not himself a 





ing a cigar, and so on, every rod or so he 
would either meet or come upon people whom 
he knew. 

Indeed, so almost continuously was his head 


uncovered that he began to sneeze before he 


| reached the Fifth Avenue Hotel, where he re- 


ceived polite salutations from three more ac- 


| quaintances, yet standing so far apart that a 


single uncovering would not do for all of 
them. 
Now this was not a thing to be sneezed at, 


for he had frequently thrown out his false 


teeth by these acts of sternutation, and what 


if such an accident should befall him now ! 

The thought was maddening, and he wished 
that all his acquaintances were together in so 
warm a latitude that sneezing from catching 
cold would never trouble them. 

On the next block they encountered no one 
that demanded a lifting of the hat on account 
of aequaintanceship, but on the block below, 
to face but old Mr. 


who should he meet face 


| and Mrs. Tripper, who were just going out for 


| so incessantly in his ear. 


But he did his best to be attentive and en- 


tertaining, smiling all the while to such an ex- | 


tent as to look wholly unnatural, and she chat- 


tered on so merrily that he almost torgot him- 
| ] 
sell, 
| Presently they reached the Hotel Bruns- 
wick, and there in front of it stood Tom Trip- 
He raised his hat politely, yet she never 


had 


was obliged to lift 


per. 
noticed him, but before Me. 
Knox, he 
the 


time to re- 
place his ZIOSsy 
salute of Dick 


it again in answer to 


Chubb, one of the salesmen in the store where 


he kept books. 

McGudgeon blushed like the sunny side of a 
ripe peach, and then Billy Bulcom raised his 
hat to 


him, and he was obliged to reply in 


like manner, while she kept up her rattle of 
conversation, one-half of which he did not un- 
derstand, so confused was he at seeing so 
many of his acquaintances. 

Indeed, the fates seemed to be against him, 
for he encountered so many ol his friends on 
that single block that he was out from under 
his hat more than half of the time. 

For goodness sake, what did it mean ? 

‘You appear to have a large number of 
icquaintances hereabouts, Mr. MceGudgeon,”’ 
said she, as they crossed over by the Worth 
monument to continue down on the right hand 
side of the avenue. 


“Yes.” 


convinced her that he suspected what she her- 


replied he, and thetone of his voice 


self knew, that Tom Tripper had gotten said 
acquaintances together for the express pur- 
pose of giving the old man a benetit, or to 
make him show his bald head in public as 
much as possible. 

In front of the Hoffman House they came 
upon George McCoy, a drummer for the house 
of J. Tripper, and of course he was obliged to 
come out from under his tile again, and a rod 
further on there Jim Lukens, 
another employee of J. Tripper, calmly smok- 


or so stood 


a little walk. 

And so it was all the way down and back, 
for on his return the fellows had rearranged 
themselves, and he certainly would have lost 
his temper and used explosive language had 
not bright and charming Clara Queen chatted 
She evidently saw 
his annoyance, and made up her mind to give 
Tom Tripper a good talking to for what he 
had done, the very next time she saw him. 
further chat 
at Millard’s restored his spirits considerably, 


However, some cream and a 
and by the time they reached home he was 
feeling as well as ever. 

regarded him as 
‘steady company,” and took him right into 


Of course she now 
There she played and sang for 


the 


the parlor. 
him. completing her conquest in most 
graceful manner imaginable. 


MeGudgeon could stand it-no longer. He 


was ‘inclined that way” quite as much 
as she Was, and a thousand times more 
| than he ever dreamed he should be. True, 


she had said nothing about her property dur- 
ing this session, but that was probably be- 
cause she thought little or nothing about it, 
pampered child that she was. 

So he wiped up the carpet with the knees 
of his new trousers in front of her, when he 
looked longingly into her eyes and gave him- 
self dead away. 

But she was equal to the occasion, and said 
that she liked him, 
and that she was tired of living alone: and 


then they swapped kisses to bind the bargain. 


yes, she would have him ; 


McGudgeon went home that night at twelve 
happiest New York. 
Everything had been settled, and even the 
wedding day had been appointed. Indeed, 
she had worked it so that not a moment was 


o'clock, ‘the man in 


lost. 


Five minutes after he entered his boarding- 


| house Mrs. Wax also entered it with firm, set 


lips and molars. 


[TO BE CONTINUED. ] 
Yes, it was an ‘off year,” of course, but 
| how about defeated candidates—don't they 


| feel a little off themselves at the present time? 
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A SONG OF NEW YORK. 


You may talk of the glories of Boston or Lowell, 
Of the Baltimore belles, of Chicago’s grand piles, 
Of the highways of Cleveland 
well 


their beauties I know 


Or of proud San Francisco, where Summer e’er smiles 
Yet of all the fair cities, search through the world wide, 
New York is the home of my love and my pride. 


The sweet orange blossom may bloom in Savannah 
Where the roses are fresh when our fields are snow- 
white; 
New Orleans may boast of the fig and banana, 
And Lake Pontchartrain shimmer glad in the light, 
But, all the world over, where’er they may be, 
New York is the one stately city for me. 


Cincinnati may boast of her ‘‘ Beautiful River,” 
Or gay Washington tell of her columns and domes, 
New Haven may dream, while her elm-branches quiver, 
Philadelphia prate of her artisan homes, 
St. Louis, Toledo, the list you may call, 
But dear old New York is more lovely than all. 


For where is the Park like the Central for glory? 
Or where is the river eclipsing the North? 
Or where is the Bay that is brighter in story? 
Or the street that can equal Fifth Avenue’s worth? 
While all march together, elate, hand in hand, 
New York is the Queen of the Queens of the land. 
C. C. S. 


“The Wild Rose of Hoboken" was bequn in No. 3 of “THE 
JUDGE.” Back numbers may be obtained of any first-class 
newsdealer 


THE WILD ROSE OF HOBOKEN 


(Hoboken is opposite New York); 


OR, 


The Fatal Gift of Beauty. 


A THRILLING STORY OF OUR 


BY JEPER JAMES 


EPOCH. 


aa All tights Reserved “@e 


CHAPTER I—(Continued), 

the ‘Wild 
sopped up the pellucid tear that spar- 
kled in the corner of her azure eye—before 


The 


Rose ” 


handkerchief with which 


mentioned—was a curiously wrought silk one, 


in one corner of which was worked by eun- 


ning Oriental fingers the letter G; and there 


was a faint aroma of roses on it also. 

She continued to gaze wistfully towards the 
great city while standing there on the bluff, 
and anon she placed her beautiful hand to her 
sea-shell-like auricular, as she pushed aside a 
wealth of frizzy, blonden hair, and listened. 

Hist! The sound of dripping oars comes 
faintly up from the river below. 

[TO BE CONTINUED. | 





AT AN ELEVATED RAILROAD STATION. 
DIRECTOR—(to poor employee, who is stealthily disobey- 
ing the orders relative to taking time to eat).— What is this, 


sir? How dare you disobey orders, sir? Don’t you know, 
sir, that this gluttony is what is demoralizing you laboring 
men ? 


| backet, and ours is capacious, 


| 


THE JUDGE. 
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A POSER. 
Heap WalIter.—‘* Now then 
purfeshinal beauty ? Do 


you! are you posin’ as a 
You "spe t 
the sale of yer fotograph ? 


Siz gemmun waitiv’ to give 
orders, an’ you foolin’ here !”’ 








| ‘‘THERE isa girl in this town who has a 
| wart on her eye."—Ex. ‘‘ Wart an eyedear! 
| We know a girl who has a glass eye, and she 
| is a temperate girl, too.”—Another Ex. <A 
| sort of a glass-eye-der girl, eh? 
ADVICE TO PARENTS: You know what Sol- 
omon says about sparing the rod and spoiling 
| the child? 
| you haven't a rod handy, take a yardstick, 
| andif youare afraid of ‘‘ forgetting yourself,” 
| if you once get at your children with a rod 
why, cuff them alongside of the head. It may 
not be so neat a way of doing the business, 
but it will develop their bumps, and perhaps 
some of them may prove to be good ones. 
| Kicking is also good for children; it develops 
| their muscles, and if applied often enough 
saves the expense of a gymnasium or other 
physical training schools. Treat your chil- 
dren in this way and they will remember it 
all through their life, and bless you for it. 
How many more banks in the land, besides 
the Newark, fossils for official ftig- 
ure-heads, and wide-awake cashiers, who do 
_ all the business? 


have old 


| 


THE JUDGE smiles. 
| and the country is safe! 


Election day is over, 
He 
Right is right—and yet he sym- 
pathizes with the ‘‘left.” 


knew how it 


would be. 


WHIFFS WITH CORRESPONDENTS. 


* All for Eels” is ail for the W. B. 


JUBAL GaunT.—Declined on account of length, and—and— 
well, dullness, 


** BOBBING.’ —Your 


30ARDING MISTRESS.—‘‘ What is good for fleas?” 
skin suits them very well, we have heard. 


A tender 


W. V.—Yes, we pay for what we use—and THE JUDGE is a 
great us—uper. Write again. 
style, 

C. 5. Ir. (St. Louis.)\—Send on your “rot” 
passed upon, 
columns. 

“Cuarp."—The “old block” from which you were hewn, 
must have been a very sappy one. Chips, however, belong ina 
Next! 


and it shall be 


BLAINE CLAYPOOL.—We do not require a dramatic critic in 
Youngstown, 0., partially because THE JUDGE is not a drama- 
tic paper. Funny yo. should not have discovered thai fact. 

J. W. B.—‘‘Is there an opening for a comic pen-and-ink 
young man in THE JupGE office?’ Certainly, and the door of 
it closes with a spring that is vigorous and quick behind you. 

BUFFALO GENT.—No, we do not believe there is a young 
ladies’ club in this city, but one of our associates says that he 
knows the father of a young lady who hasa club. He keeps it 


| in the front entry. 





to qaim yer livin’ by | 


Well, Sol knew all about it, but if 


We somehowj cotton to your | 


But be brief, for life is short, and so are our | 


THEATRICAL BRIEFS. 


May it please Your Honor: 


In my last report to you it devolved upon me to 
make a plain and circumstantial statement in respect 
to Frau Janauschek, a massive lady, who is fleshly and 
of full habit, and who is at present performing of nights 
at the Union Square Theater. 


I had the honor to inti- 
mate that it would be impolitie to arraign Frau Janau- 
schek on the charge of bringing the English language 

| into contempt and ridicule, because thus to accuse her 

would be to discourage a number of eminent Germans 
from 


becoming barbers and beer-sellers. Since that 
was duly filed, have 
which considerably modify my views, and I am now 


| report circumstances occurred 
disposed to recommend the issuing of an injunction 
restraining all foreign actors and actresses whatsoever 
| from perpetrating similar outrages upon the vernacular 
| of the United States. 
| It seems, upon credible testimony, that one O’Rossi, 
| a gifted Italian, more or less from Limerick, and inco- 
| herently connected with that branch of the Fenian 
interest which has its local habitation in Ja be//a Frenza, 
| has begun a brief season of high tragedy at Booth’s 
| Theater. Aided and abetted by a number of dramatic 
accomplices, he is, at the present moment, perpetrating 
| a series of piebald-polygiot crimes which he calls Shake- 
| sperian performances, and to which the reckless horde 
of sensation-seekers flocks in small installments every 
night. The most abhorrent feature of these performances 
is that O’Rossi delivers himself of his own lines in a 
the 
bundle of sticks on which he leans for support—gabble 


rich Italian brogue, while the rest of his company 


the poetry of the immortal William in every conceivable 





| dialect. 
Right 


Rhea 


O’Rossi, a 


upon whose obviously ‘ 


upon the heels of Mademoiselle 


name it would 


stage” 


be easy but improper to found a joke—threatens to 


make one more exhibition of the polyglot drama. She 
will, if permitted to do so by the 


dresses and a French 


authorities, 


play 


Camille in six Russian accent, 
and upon the fame of poor 


Juliet the shameful indignity of being represented by 


even hopes to inflict 


the handiwork of a St. Petersburg milliner and the in- 


tonation of a Paris grisette. It is this persistence in 


ill-doing that induces me to recommend speedy and 





summary action on the part of the proper authorities 

| —otherwise the unfortunate public runs a serious risk 

| of being further oppressed by Japanese Hamlets and 
Richelieus of Esquimaux notoriety. 

In the department of military jurisprudence I have to 

report that Colonel Mapleson still keeps up a desultory 

tire on the cognoscenti of New York, and still threatens 


to briny; some more great guns into action. 

At the Madison Square Theater the reign of pastoral 
mildness is more than sustained by Esmeraldi. It is 
| warranted a pure and innocuous article, and can be en- 
joyed by children of ten years of age without any inju- 
rious effects whatever. 

Mr. Ben Maginley, 


y, the eminent clown, who desires 
the public not to forget the many happy hours they 
have spent with him in Mr. Barnum’s ring, has returned 
to town with a neat piece of horse-play, by one Slob- 
berton, otherwise known as Helen’s Booby. Mr. Slob- 
berton will xof play on the small-tooth comb between 
the acts, but Mr. Maginley will be supported by Messrs. 
‘* Ed” Buckley and ‘ Jim” O'Neil. 

Miss Emma Abbott now sings ‘‘Thy Will Be Dene!” 
‘* introduced ” This reconciles 
‘‘the religious element ” to that startling exhibition of 
Jersey cattle—in trunks. 


as an encore in Olirette. 


Lydia Thompson has returned to the stage. She is 


not the heroine of ‘‘ Nothing to Wear,” but is, on the 


contrary, a rather more than barefaced person of mid- 
dle age—not to say respectable antiquity. 
All of which is respectfully submitted. 


THE REFEREE. 
‘‘T wouLp I were a_bird.”—New Song. 
Certainly not a turkey, in view of the recent 
proclamation, ch? 





‘Tw ‘down’ on you!” as the Wall street 
| sucker said to the stock indicator. 
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“The Close of the Summer’s Campaign.” 


WELL, Dick, the Summer Campaign is over. I hear 

You were at the shore leading the German, I fear 

Having too good a time generally. Tell me, Dick 

Ofthe ‘soft nothings you whispered, the hearts you made sick 

With love for you, the promises, pledges, what you will, 

The engagements, which you know you'll never fulfill, 

Of the moon-light, the dark corner, the sweet stern brow 

Checking your presumption, and all that, don’t you know; 

How you waltzed, then sigh'd and looked upon each other 

Then pressed her hand and fervently swore—at her young 
brother, 

Who always appeared at the wrong moment. Oh! to be sure, 

You would never forget her, ever be constant, nothing allure 





You away from your devotion to her. You her first love 
Of eourse, for was she not “just out,” innocent as a dove 
Just nineteen in June, three trunks crammed up to the top 
With “ Jerseys,” and bonnets and dresses, and—but stop 
Who can give the category of a young woman's adornment 
More intricate than the Gordian knot’? An assortment 

Of samples from all the stores on Broadway 

Is necessary to equip the young lady of to-day, 

As she leaves for the country or for the sea-shore, 

With the sole object to maneuver an engagement before 
The Winter setsin. But, Dick, we are not to be caught 
Like poor fish in the net, rather we must be sought 


For like gold dollars. Oh' yes, 7 have been thro’ it all; } 


My last I have not ended yet—by the way, | must call. 

Poor girl, she is in love with me, madly in love; 

I met her the middle of July, now she'll prove, 

She says, how constant and true to me she will be 

In the city or country, “ever thine most faithfully.” 

So ran her last letter, seal’d with a signet ring, 

And scented with violets faint as the Spring; 

Kate is her name—pretty? remarkably so 

Have not seen her equal since two Summers ago, 

When I had that affair with Jenny; you remember 

How desperate it was? but ended in November, 

Like all Summer flirtations, so [’ll end this. 

I'll be a good friend, a brother, and then I'll kiss 

Her hand—* fit a fay’s wand to wave, white and airy;” 

I'll sort of kneel at her feet—‘* those ofa fairy,” 

And brotherly gaze in her eyes—‘ the wistful gazelles ” 

[By Jove, Dick, she is a belle among belles 

I'll ask her forgiveness, as I did all the others; 

Ah! Dick, “ we are sad sea-dogs,”’ and how many mothers 
Would like to annihilate us'—Well, poor thing 

She'll get over it. Hello! the post-man? Dick, sing 

Out and tell him to come in. What, a letter? and for me? 
Well, I know that hand-writing. Dick, see what anxiety 
She has for me; this letter is from her; ‘tis much more 
Than I expected, a letter so soon. Shut the door 

And let us read it, But I know ’tis the same old story 
Begging me to call, must see me soon, and so awfully sorry, 
That we can’t be as much together as in the country 

That her affection is the same, and indeed quite contrary 
To anything she has ever experienced before, and all 

That sort of thing, don’t you know, and recalling the ball 
At which we danced so incessantly together. 

And the last moon-light walk, when we—— Oh! the letter: 
* Home, November the first ’ (she writes exceedingly well] 
**My dear Mr. B.: Tell me, sir, who can foretell 

The innumerable changes that occur in one day? 
Despondency will suddenly smile and array 

Herself in the garments of Joy, and Joy thus robbed 





Will appear clothed in sack-cloth and ashes, and closely bobbed 

Like a not too sad, sad monk. indeed, many a time 

Frivolity weeps, and love, that passion most sublime, | 

Shifts and changes. Now, my friend, you must also confess 

That things are seldom what they seem, and now can’t you | 
guess } 

What I am driving at? Summer is over, Winter is here, 

And we girls often change with the seasons; am I severe 

On you to imagine that you imagined me 

In love with you? I must say most decidedly 

That lam not. Now don’t make a fuss and exaggerate 

Matters, but believe me, simply, sincerely, your friend, 





“ Kate.” 
> * * * 
A much sat-upon young man, 
A much taken-in young man, 
A hypocritical, 
Hypothetical, 
Very much-bounced young man. 
—J. D. B. 





AN umbrella and the average servant girl 
are somewhat similar, for they never remain 
iong in one family. 


Appius CLAUDIUS may have been a tyrant, 
but he never sold furniture on the installment 
plan. 


AT the sound of a whistle on the N. Y., 
N. H. & H. R.R., the passengers instinctive- 
ly grasp the seats and offer up a silent prayer, 
while the people along the route begin to 
prepare liniment, lint, etc., etc. 























THE NEWLY-APPOINTED COUNTRY POST-MASTER. 
1. First WEEK In Orrice—(after looking the letters over carefully)—Ah, sorry, but there is no letter for you 
to-day, ma’am. : 
2. Seconp WEEK IN OrriceE.—No letters for Mrs. Kittle. 
3. Turrp WEEK IN Orrice.—‘' Any letters for me to-day, sir?’ ‘ No!” 


AUTUMN THOUGHTS. 





THERE can be nothing sadder than the sol- 
emn hush of nature that precedes the death of 
the year. The golden glory of autumn, with 
the billowy bronze and velvet azure of the 
skies above the royal robes of oak and maple, 


life and the silent farewell to humanity's gauze 
underwear. 


Thus, while nature dons her regal robes of 


scarlet and gold in honor of the farewell bene- 
fit to autumn, the sad-eyed poet steals swiftly 


little birds have hushed their little lay. So 
has the fatigued hen. Only a little while, and 
the yawning chasm in the cold, calm features 
of the Thanksgiving turkey will be filled with 
voluptuous stuffing and then sewed up. The 
florid features of the polygamous gobbler will 


| be wrapped in sadness, and cranberry pie will 
bespeak the closing hours of nature’s teeming | 


away to the neighboring clothes line, and in | 


the hour of nature’s grand blow-out dons the 


flaming flannels of his friend out of respect for | 


the hectic flush of the dying year. 

Leaves have their time to fall, and so has 
the price of coal. And yet how sadly at vari- 
ance with decaying nature is the robust coal 
market. 

Another glorious summer with its wealth of 
pleasant memories is stored away among the 
archives of our history. Another gloomy 
winter is upon us. These wonderful colors 


| that flame across the softened sky of Indian 


summer like the gory banner of a royal con- 
queror come but to warn us that in a few 
short weeks the water pipe will be busted in 
the kitchen and the decorated wash bowl will 
be broken. 

We flit through the dreamy hours of sum- 
mer like swift-winged bumble bees amid the 
honeysuckle and the pumpkin blossoms, stor- 
ing away perhaps a little glucose honey and 
buckwheat pancakes for the future, but all at 
once, like a newspaper thief in the night, the 
king of frost and ripe, mellow chilblains is 


| upon us, and we crouch beneath the wintry 
blast and hump our spinal column up into the 


crisp air like a Texas steer that has thought- 


| lessly swallowed a raw cactus. 


Life is one continued round of alternate joys 


| and sorrows. To-day we are on the top wave 


of prosperity, and warming ourselves in the 
glad sunlight of plenty, and to-morrow we are 


| cast down and depressed financially, and 
| have to stand up the washerwoman for our 


clean shirt or stay at home from the opera. 
The October sky already frowns down upon 
us, and its frozen tears begin to fall. The 











be a burden, for the veal cutlet goeth to its long 
home, and the ice-cream freezer is broken in 
the wood-house. 

Oh, Time! thou bald-pated pelican with the 
venerable corn-cutter and the second-hand 
hour-glass, thou playest strange pranks upon 
the children of men. No one would think, to 
look at thy bilious countenance and store teeth, 
that in thy bony bosom lurked such eccentric 
schemes. 

The chubby boy, whose danger signal hangs 
sadly through the lattice-work of his pants, 
knows that Time, who waits for no man, will 
one day, if he struggles heroically on, give him 
knowledge and suspenders, and fame and a 
solid girl, and experience and a soft white 
mustache, and eventually a low grave in the 
valley, beneath the sighing elms and the weep- 
ing willow, where, in the misty twilight of the 
year, noiselessly upon his breast shall fall the 
dead leaf, while the silent tear of the gray 
autumnal sky will come and sink into the yel- 
low grass above his head. BILL NYE. 


ON A TEAR. 


THE HARD FATE OF AN ASTHETE. 








FITZ FANGLE was a susceptible young citi- 
zen with a bright footsure before him. Gayly 
he ambled along one of the toniest of Manhat- 
tan’s dirt-piled avenues. Suddenly his off 
foot caromed on an upturned banana hide, 
and he sat down on the unsympathizing pave- 
ment to make a careful memorandum of the 
seore. As he did so, he was so unfortunate 
as to split the difference between the strain on 
his braces and the back seam of his French 
cassimeres. Then, as he held his shattered 
raiment in both hands and his breath with 
astonishment, he felt that the future had, 
somehow or other, gone behind him. 





BETTER to have a pickpocket than a pistol 
slug go through you. 















































THAT QUEEN. 

Tue Judge was a Christian and played on the square, 
But he figured the cards pretty close; 

He could eall off your hand ev'ry time to a pair, 
And could lay a ‘ full” down when he chose. 


The Colonel could play a more difficult game— 
I don’t mean to say he would cheat, 

But he held the top cards when the big betting came, 
And some hands that couldn't be beat. 


Coming home from Chicago the two chanced to meet 


They were very old friends—on the cars; 
And as neither the other at poker could beat, 
They played euchre, five points, for cigars. 


The cards ran along, pretty evenly too, 
Till the Judge turned a moment his head, 

When the Colonel, in shuffling, shpt thedeck through, 
And the Judge cut a cold one instead. 


'T was eucher, of course; but the Judge was amazed 
When he lifted four kings in a lump; 

But the Colonel, not-seeming a particle fazed, 
Turned up a red queen for a trump. 


‘ Your say, do you pass, Judge?” the Colonel called out ; 
‘* Look here,” said the limb of the law, 


I've mighty queer cards; if you’re in for a bout, 
We'll play this one hand out at draw.” 


The Colonel considered, and wriggled his neck 

‘I, too, have a very odd hand; 

f you'll give me that queen from the top of the deck 
We'll play out the cards as they stand.” 


‘ Agreed,” said the Judge, for he saw at a glance 


The Colone! had one of two things 


A full, or four queens, and he hadn’t a chance 
To rake down the pot from four kings. 
The Judge cl Ipped with f Ly the Colonel came back, 


The Judge answered him with a raise; 
Of the bets the two made I could never get track, 


But they piled up like gals in a chaise. 


At last, says the Judge: ‘‘ Here, I'm hunting no more 
Four kings; reach us over that pot——” 
‘ Hold on,’ says the Colonel, ‘1. too, have found four, 
And they're four little aces I've got.” 


The Judge took the cards and looked over them well 
Fetched a breath from his trousers waist-band— 

Well, what I'd like to know is, whatever in h—1 
That queen had to do with that hand.” 


—G. H. JESSOP. 


WOODEN NUTMEGS. 


FROM NEW HAVEN. 

War is (he meaning of this importation of | 
cabbage from Germany? Cana foreign cab- 
bage leaf expect to assimilate with Connecti- 
cut seed-leaf wrappers at the whim of our ci- 
gar-makers. Forbid it, Nicotus. 

TuIs generation is enjoying.its second sea- 
son of Shakespeare filtered through a bulky 
Italian actor, in mellifluous and orotund Ital- 
ian speech. Let's retaliate by putting straight- 
haired Yanks at the corner chestnut ovens. 

A verY intense agony, and one which com- | 
mends itself to the youth of the present highly 
favored times, is for a young lady to carry a | 
fan with some slight bit of coloring from her | 


own hand upon it. This signifies, ‘ I’m an 


” 


Patience! 


artistic young girl, a most— 
but how easy it is to dmft into this sort of 
thing. 

THEY were sitting by the firelight. She had 
just thrown her book aside, and was meditat- 


SHE JUPGE. 


ing on the wonders of the beyond as depicted 
in the death-bed scene that closed the touch- 
ing chapter. He had just thrown his book 
aside, and was meditating on the enormous 
house-keeping bills and wondering how he was 
going to make his cash balance. 

‘* Albert, my dear, what is your idea of 
Heaven?” and a translucent, divine smis 


\‘ played about her lips. 


‘Strictly scriptural. A place where they 
neither marry nor are given in marriage.” 
And there was a glumness come over that 
couple. 


A GREAT many of the humorists of to-day are 


quarreling bitterly over the originality of this 
| or that joke, each claiming that their own 


brains are to blame for it. But they are not. 
Nine times out of ten those same jokes were 
driven out of Eden with Adam and Eve. 


Ir isa great risk marrying a bank presi- 
dent’s daughter. You may be obliged to 
visit your father-in-law in jail. 


AN Indian summer day, a hazy softness of 
atmosphere, a delightful laziness of tempera- 
ture, just as if nature was going to have one 


good siesta after completing the hard work of 
; the season; the trees, bare and leafless, form- 


ing the skeleton of a picture, a sketch in out- 
line, agsinst the mellow hue of the sky. Just 
the sweetest, richest sort of a day to wander 
forth beyond the pale of civilization, and be- 
neath the sighing of the pines, amid the fra- 
grant odors of the passing year, there to—to 

to tell her of the hopes that come struggling 


uppermost in your heart? Oh, no, nothing of 
| the kind; but in that secladed spot, where 


there is no eye to pity, no ear to hear, to 
slowly count up your nickels and see if you 
have enough left to buy a horse car to town, 
just to rest your tired feet, you know. 


‘‘T say, did you ever travel much? Ever 


| been a navigator or anything of that sort, you 
| know?” inquired young Concheart of his friend. 


“No. But I’ve got your great hoof across 
my tropic of capricorn, ana if you don’t navi- 


| gate Tl apply my motor. 


MLLE. COLOMBIES, Bernhardt’s fat support, 
has written that she don’t like America or 
Possible that the lady 
stopped at a hotel in which the billof fare was 
printed in United States, and she was unable 
to select her favorite garlic stew without an 
interperter? 


American customs. 


HANNIBAL HAMLIN, Minister Plenipoten- 
tiary to the Court of King Alfonso at Madrid, 
will take the bull by the horns, a feat he could 
not accomplish in the majestic presence of the 
Maine law. 

‘THAT stove’s got to be put up,” said the 
newly married man as he surveyed the obsta- 
cle. 

‘*] know it, and what an awful profane un- 
dertaking. I dread it,” was the reply of his 


| sweetest and duckiest. 


I'll attend 
to that part myself. Just hand up that stove- 


‘“ You needn’t swear about it. 


pipe knee. There. Now that length. Fits 
like a breeze. The next one. Just as easy. 
Now I'll hitch the stove to it. How’s that? 
Time: five minutes. Stove up perfectly. Not 
an oath, by hokey.” 

‘Oh, ain’t you the sweetest, best man— 
Curtain. 

P. S.—The above is in answer to a chal- 
lenge to produce a new stove-pipe story. 

THE possession of an idea frequently turns 
the best of us into cranks. Our mental 
machinery is bent on an eccentric, and the 
whole business gets away from us. On the 
Whole, young man, beware of ideas—though, 
come tothink, the advice is superfluous. You 
steer clear of them quite happily. 

A MOVEMENT against fences is noted in 
inany parts of the country. This would seem 
to be a conspiracy to compel your uncle David 
Davis to float in space like a balloon. 

‘I aM going into business,” said young 
Practical the other day. 
What’s the line?” 
‘*Oh, minstrel line, I guess. You see I’ve 


‘Glad to hear it. 


got the baldheadest joke you ever heard of, 
and if I can get forty good smart fellows to 
brace it up and give a good show around it 
my fortune is made.” 


‘*How glad I am to see you, my dear. Do 
you know I’m anxious to know what you are 
to have new this season,” said a society girl 
to her nearest and most intimate. 

‘Everything is to be plush. Vlush hat, 
plush pompon, plush basque, plush dress, plush 
over-skirt, plush everything. Oh, I assure 
you, I shall be a plushing beauty. How 
Teutonic.” 

CLORINDA MCGIRLYGIRT sat at the window 
of her boudoir gazing wistfully, intently into the 
gray autumn atmosphere. The sky was leaden 
in hue, and the wind moaned and whistled 
through the naked limbs of the trees, as if 
gathering strength for a grand tempestuous 
finale to close the year. The day had been an 
eventful one with the fair esthetic, for from the 
early rising of the sun had she been busy with 
art, with the intense. ‘I wonder,” sighed 
she, ‘‘if my soul will ever be satisfied with 
these paltry dabbles after the style of the 
renaissance. To-day I have etched three sun- 
flowers—beautiful blossoms, and vet how frail 
—embroidered a forget-me-not on Reginald’s 
smoking cap, and thrown, yes, fairly thrown, 
seven pond lilies on a pond. Still I feel 
within my soul a burning longing for some 
thing better, something nobler. What shall 
it be ?” and Clorinda sighed again a mournful, 
deep and far-fetched sigh. 

‘*Clorinda! Clorinda! come down and set 
the table for supper. The boarders is com- 
ing,” was the call from her business-like ma. 

‘* Boarders! My mission! Is this the 
‘something nobler’ for which my soul longs ?” 
Somehow it seemed to be, for she bustled down 
to the dining-rooms, and clattered the knives 
and forks around like a restaurant waiter ot 
ten years’ experience. 














THE PROPER THING. 
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A WAIL. 


A HIGHLY respectable man am I, 
As you may plainly see, 

But I do not understand 

Why there is not more demand 
For strictly moral men like me. 


I do not think that I 
Have ever told a lie 
Or taken what was not mine own; 
But I'm very much afraid 
That things of me are said 


Which I shouldn't want quite generally known 


I never learned to smoke, 
Never thought it right to joke 

On matters appertaining to religion; 
And if any wicked man 
should invent a swindling plan 

He would find in me an admirable pigeon. 
I never struck my wife 
Nor drank liquor in my life; 

Of my future state I've not a single fear, 
But I dread that there's a spot, 
Which my character does blot 

(nd ‘tis rumored that I've been a Bank Cashier 
JAS N. PECK 


Johnson’s Patent Sea Lion. 


BY “SAMUEL, THE SCRIBE.” 


ONE day last week, while the editor of the 
Bogville Bugle was seated in his velvet-cush- 
ioned arm-chair, dashing off scathing editori- 
als with his usual easy eloquence and a gold 
pen, he was suddenly interrupted by the abrupt 
appearance of a wild-eyed individual, who 


came dashing into the editorial sanctum as if 


propelled from ¢ catapult, knocked over four 
chairs, sat down on a fifth, dashed his hat on 
the floor, and breathlessly shouted: 

‘* Eureka! E 
The editor, 


pluribus onion!! Hooray!!!” 


supposing he had an escaped 
lunatic to deal with, laid his pen aside and 
made instant preparations to crawl under the 
desk and make a bold fight for life. The 
Bugle 


and understood military tactics well enough 


man had been a colonel in the war, 
not to attempt to fight an enemy in the open 
field especially if the enemy weighed more 
than he did. 

His plan was to crawl under the desk and 
hide till the wild-eyed caller had exhausted 
his superfluous strength in smashing up the 
furniture, then sail in and knock the lunatic 
down with a boet-jack and tie him hand and 
foot before he had a chance to recover. 

However, before he had got this desperate 
scheme fully settled in his mind, his visitor 
spoke again in a more rational manner, and 
reassured the frightened editor. 

I've struck it, colonel. The 
You and I can make our 


biggest 
thing out. ever- 
lasting fortunes inside of two months, if you'll 
go in with me and keep mum.” 

As he uttered these mysterious words, the 
wild-eyed man picked his hat up from the 
floor, put it on and cocked it up side-ways 
with the brim down over his north ear, sol- 
emnly winked his left eye, and looked several 
degrees wiser than Solomon ever dared to. 

‘* How is that? 


eclonel. 


Please explain,” said the 
‘In the first place, my name is Johnson 
Doolittle Johnson, of Bogville County—and I 
presume I am addressing Colonel Hopkins, 


THE JUDGE. 


the editor and Bogville 


Bugle f 


proprietor of the 


‘‘Ahem! yes, sir; quite correct, sir,” re 


plied the editor, swelling up at the mention 


| of his military title. 


‘* Please proceed with your explanation, 
Mr. Johnson.” 

* All right, colonel, Ill get down to the 
But I'd like to inquire first 
if you ever heard of my boy Bill?” 

‘*Can't say that I have.” 


facts presently. 


‘I’m sorry about that. You've missed a 
good deal by not being acquainted with Bill. 
Mighty smart youngster, Bill is, and I’m sorry 
you don’t know him. He could give you 
pints on running a newspaper, Bill could, 
when he gets a few years older. He knows 
more than I do now.” 

‘Ts that possible?” inquired the editor in 
tones of carefully disguised sarcasm. 

‘* Yes, Bill is smart, and no mistake. Ever 
been out to my place?” 


‘SNo.” 


‘‘T’m sorry about that, too. I’ve got the 
best farm in the county; barns and outbuild 
ings all in ship-shape, and a piazza painted 
red the whole length of the house. You must 
drive out some Sunday and see the place.” 

‘*Certainly ; but how about your great dis- 
covery?” 

‘*Oh, yes; I came near losing sight of that. 
We'll have to commence at Bill again.” 

The editor groaned, but Johnson weut right 
on without noticing it: 

‘* You see, Bill isa great swimmer. I've 
got a half-acre pond on my place, and Bill is 
in it diving and paddling around nearly all the 
time. Only comes out to eat his meals and 
to get a few hours’ sleep at night. He's get 
ting so he can stay under the water same as a 
fish. Frightens his mother sometimes when 
he goes down and 


stays so long, and she 


get ‘s) 


the garden rake and fishing around 


in the bottom of the pond for him; then Bill 


Foes 


comes up and laughs at her for her pains. 
Sometimes he goes out in the middle of the 
pond, rolls over on his back, and goes peace- 
fully to sleep for an hour’s nap in the middle 
of the day. The fact is Bill is more at home 
in the water now than he is on land, and I 
expect it will get so we tl be compelled to take 
his meals out to him in a boat after awhile.” 

‘‘But what has all this to do with your dis- 
covery?” inquired Colonel Hopkins, somewhat 
impatiently. 

‘Everything, sir, everything. 
it wasn’t for Bill’s amphibious tastes there 
wouldn't be any discovery, so to speak. You 
see, a stray sea-lion got stranded up the creek 
near my place a few days ago, and what does 
Bill do but shoot the animal, take the skin 
off, and rig it up like a Boyton suit, then get 
inside of it, launch himself into the pond, and 
go paddling and frolicking about just like a 
regular sea-lion.” 

‘* Pretty ingenious that.” 

‘‘Yes, and Bill has all the motions and 
even the roar of the sea-lion down 
thing too. 


to a fine 
Some of the neighbors came along 
while Bill was practicing, and you ought to 
see their eyes stick out. They all agreed it was 
a regular sea-lion, and said it had probably 


In fact; if 


| we'll go halves on the proceeds. 


escaped from some show and traveled ove 
land to the pond.” 

‘* Well?” 

‘*Now my plan is just this; you write the 
thing up in the Bugle in your best style every 
week, and when the people begin to flock to 
my place to see the animal, I'll fence in the 
pend and charge fifty cents admission, and 
If you can get 
the curiosity of the community worked up to 


| the right pitch we will soon scoop in a fort- 


une. What do you say to the proposition ?” 
‘*Guess I'll have to decline it,” 
editor, wearily. 


replied the 


Johnson's face instantly lengthened out like 
a patent fishing-rod, 


‘* Decline it!” he exclaimed; ‘‘ why, you're 


just throwing away a bonanza!” 


‘*Maybe Iam; but I am afraid your scheme 


wouldn't work satisfactorily. For instance, 


| the people will insist on seeing the lion eat. 


| Now, how is Bill going to manage when they 


burst out 


begin pitching shad and codfish at his mouth, 
expecting him to swallow them whole?’ 

‘*] never thought of that.” 

‘And again, suppose some investigating, 
long-haired professor comes nosing around, 
poking your sea-lion in the ribs with a long 
pole to hear it roar, and Bill should suddenly 
swearing and threaten to come 
ashore and punch the professor’s head, 
wouldn't it be apt to sort of upset the perform- 
ance?” 

“7 suppose it would.” 

‘Yes, and again, suppose some traveling 
show that had lost a sea-lion should come 
along, get out a writ of replevin, and cart 
your patent animal away in a glass tank be- 
fore you had a chance to explain, it would 
make things rather awkward for Bill, wouldn't 
it?” 

‘* Tt would, that’s a fact.” 

‘‘T'm sorry to disappoint you, Johnson, but 
I think, on the whole, your plan isn’t practica- 
ble. If we started the thing we would both 
be jailed inside of a week as a pair of swind- 
lers.” 

‘‘Guess youre right?” said the farmer 
sadly. 

‘Yes, of course,” continued the editor. 
‘So I will resume saving the country through 
the columns of the Bugle, and you can go back 
to your farm, and we'll let things glide along 
as usual.” 

‘Allright. Vil go home, fish Bill out of 
the pond, give him a good whipping and 
start him for school, and night Ill 
have the skin of that sea-lion worked up into 


betore 
rawhide traces! Ta-ta, colonel.” 

And Mr. Johnson pulled his hat-brim down 
over his north eye and faded away like a ten- 
dollar bill at a church fair. 


THE electric lights have produced one thing 
for us, if nothing else: they have occasioned a 


| great improvement in old-fashioned gas. The 


gas companies seem bound to illuminate their 
funeral in good style, which is good of them, 
considering the size of the corpse. 


“THE Harp that once through Tara’s Halls,” 
is now played by a man in overalls. 
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1. Mr. PIcKLE determines to get a new set of teeth. | 


> 


2. Refuses to take gas, but has them out in the old style, | 
| vanity. 








3. The result is not very flattering to his personal 




















4. In theo weeks the Tentist sends him his new teeth, 
but by mistake they happen to be the ones made for 





Bunnell’s giant, and of course they do not fit. 


COLLAPSED. 
No friend, no fun; no life, no love; 
No girl to hug by cannel ember; 
No coin in purse; no hope in heart 
I know no month drear as November. 


Ah, mocking moon and stolid stars; 
Ah, sneering sun, in dome celestial; 
Ah, think ye that I ken or heed 
The dubiousness of things terrestrial? 


I’ve had my fill from sorrow’s spoon; 
I’ve drained the cup, at cistern broken; 
I've trusted all that asked for all 
And bankrupt am, by this same token. 
—H. C. L. 





Recherche Row. 

ScENE!: a jewelry store. Time: midnight. 
Stillness broken by a music-box striking up a 
lively air. A couple of bronze statues de- 
scend from a shelf and commence to waltz 
along the counter. ‘‘ Don’t tread on my 
corn!” cries a gilded image of Ceres, drawing 
away her Horn of Plenty; provoking a retort 
from one of the dancers that they have had 
a plenty of that horn. ‘‘Can’t we ring in?” 


5. Haring Jinally got the right ones, he lunches at the | 


Astor House to try them. ‘“* Allen—and Dam-it ! [ve 


dropped them in my soup!” 


shouts a box of finger ornaments in the show- 
case, but they didn’t have any show-case they 
A clock on a shelf holds its 
hands in front of its face to hide its blushes, 
and cries, ‘‘ Watch! watch!” <A 
watch says if it was fixed to strike as the 
clock is he would stop the racket. ‘* Hush 
that noise,” comes from a delicate bit of jew- 
elry in another case, ‘‘it makes my ear-ring 


were locked in. 


big gold 


so. ‘‘Tt’s candle-us, so it is,” sobbed a 
golden candle-stick, ‘‘and the proprietor 


” 


ought to be informed of it. ‘* Brooch the 
subject to him in the morning,” said a Maud 
S. bosom-pin in the form of a_horse-shoe. 
‘“Won't somebody take that music-box and 
locket?” cried a watch-seal. ‘‘ Wish a bur- 
glar would come in and goblet,” snapped a 
bright-eyed diamond that was playing a game 
of solitaire, addressing a neighboring card- 
ease. ‘‘Or castor into the cellar,” put in a 
necklace. ‘‘ Pitcher anywhere,” snapped a 
patent collar-button. Just before coming to 
the wind: up the music-box ran down, the 
waltz came to conclusion, and there is 
nothing fur*’ r to record by, ewers truly.— 


” 








Cinc? uti Saturday Night. 








6. Somebody runs against him on the street, knock- 
ing the teeth out of his head, and a hungry dog, mis- 
taking them for a bone, bones them. 


LET the unmarried young scapegraces of the 
country erect a monument to that monumental 
seraph of the Sierras, Joaquin Miller. He 
has written a song that must be the keynote 
of campaigns for all time. Itis entitled, ‘‘ My 
Darling, Have you Money?” and has been pub- 
lished by a firm whose reputation is world- 
wide. 

‘* How was it, Mike, that you did not vote 
for me, as you agreed and as I paid you to 
do?” asked a defeated candidate last Wed- 
nesday. 

‘*Sure, an’ I did, sor, an’ I got twinty av 
me friends ter do the same thing, so I did.” 

‘¢ Well, both you and your friends must have 
got mixed somehow, for I received only one 
vote after all my treuble and expense.” 

‘Ah! sur, then me friends all wint back 
on me—and that wan vote was mine, so it 
was.” 

‘Oh, it was, eh? Well, then, the vote 
that 7 cast wasn’t counted, I guess,” replied 
the defeated, walking thoughtfully away. 





THE latest conundrum : Do bank examiners 
examine ? 
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THE JUDGE. 





‘‘]T LIKE to see a young man have some | 


‘go’ in him,” as Juliet’s father remarked when | 


he entered the parlor at 2 A. M., and found 
young Fitzclarence still lingering. Juliet’s 
didn’t stay long that. 


young man after 


and yoked with cows and oxen to drag heavy 
loads along the highway. This is pretty rough 
on the sex, to be sure; but even in America, 
where more respect is shown to woman than 
in any other land under the sun, she may be 
frequently seen in the harvest fields plowing 
and hoeing, and even carrying heavy loads; 
but of her own volition. She is not yoked 
with cows and oxen; but, what is a great deal 
worse, she is often yoked to a drunken brute 
who treats her more cruelly and shamefully, 
and compels her to bear a heavier burden 
than the German ever imposed upon his four- 
footed beast. This is not funny, but it is true. 

‘*THE Best Liver Drops” is the title of an 
advertisement in the daily and weekly papers. 
We don’t consider our liver one of the best in 
the market, but it has never dropped, to the 
best of our knowledge and belief. We fear 
some advertisements don’t tell the truth. 

A YOUNG man invested ten dollars in a lot- 
tery and drew a blank. Then he was mad, 


| ealled himself a ‘‘loof mad” backwards, and 


Her parent's remark, accompanied by a sig- | 


nificant pedal gesture, put so much ‘‘ go” in 


- 


him that he has not yet got back. 


A LITERARY society is now struggling with 
the momentuous question ‘‘Why does a 
woman, with a bundle, stand on a corner and 
look indifferently at one half-filled street car 
after another go by, and as soon as one comes 
along crowded from stem to stern, make a 
frantic effort to get into it?” We think the 
answer is, ‘‘ Because she doesn’t.” 

A MEDICAL journal prints rules for ‘ calling 
on the sick.” 
and an ace it is not safe to ‘‘ call” on the sick. 
Some invalids draw paralyzing hands, and the 
fellow who “ calls” is generally the sickest. 

A NEWS item says the Duke of Albo lost at 
cards at one sitting $1,000,000. 
down at cards _ 


‘old maid,” or ‘‘authors,” 


or something that way—more than fifty times, 
but we never lost $1,000,000. The duke must 
have had a hole in his trousers pocket. 

Dr. FeLix OSWALD says ‘‘ sleep is a neces- 


sity to man.” This has been our experience. 


We have sat 


| sides he didn’t win the pin-cushion. 


But unless you hold four kings | 


took an oath to never have anything more to 
do with lotteries. A week later he attended 
a church fair, and a radiant damsel with a 
book and pencil and sparkling eyes and a per- 
suasive smile induced him to invest twenty- 
five cents in a ‘‘chance” for an Eastlake pin- 
cushion. 
tally fractured by the syren voice of the en- 


Thus are our good resolves mor- 


chantress—or the enchanting voice of the 
syren, whichever you may prefer. And be- 
That is 
what makes church fairs and other lotteries so 
wicked—drawing blanks. 


THE most remarkable thing about the last 


| half of this eventful year, thus far, is the curi- 





It is also a necessity to woman, but if the doc- | 


tor has gone home from the lodge at 2 A. mM. 


on several occasions, and each time found his | 


wife as wide awake as an owl, ready to dis- 
charge her vocal fire-works, he may entertain- 
a contrary opinion. 





A New York paper complains that the 


American people do not take to the sports of | 


the turf as the Englishmen do. This is to be 
regretted. The British Parliament adjourns 
to go to a horse race, and it would be a benefit 
to our country if Congress were to imitate the 
Eng'ish law-makers’ example, for the less we 
have of a bad thing, why, so much the better. 

AN American lady, while traveling in Ger- 
many, was shocked at the labor assigned to 
her sex 
plowing, carrying heavy loads on their backs, 


in that country—such as hoeing. 





well-digger could eat in six weeks, 


journalist.” 


ous fact that an original Roger Tichborne has 
not been discovered living in obscurity in this 
country. The ‘‘ claimant ” must be dying out. 

“ONE hundred years ago,” says aretrospect- 
ive editor, not a pound of coal or a eubic 
foot of illuminating gas had been burned in 
this country.” Ah, yes; 
to suffer great inconveniences and depriva- 
tions; but they had their compensations. One 
hundred years ago polo was _ not 


our forefathers had 


played, 

‘Uncle Tom’s Cabin” had not been drama- 
tized, the esthetic craze was unknown, 
‘*Empty is the baby, cradle’s gone,” was not 
sung, and centennials were not celebrated. 
Come to think about it, our forefathers are to 
be envied. 


A NEWS item says: ‘‘Some boys, while 
hunting in the woods on Friday, found a hu- 
man skeleton, supposed to be that of a 
What led to such a supposition 
is impossible to say—unless in the shreds of 
pockets was found a few thousand dollars and 
a Bible. 





Just how seriously ill a man may be, and 
the number of friends he may possess, may be 
pretty accurately estimated from the amount 
of indigestible delicacies se ‘ to his sick room. 


If he receives more edibles in « day than a 














accepted as proof that he is well provided 

with kind friends, and is so sick that he 

couldn’t eat a piece of toast to save his life. 
w. 


THE ANGLOMANIA. 

THE JUDGE was regaling himself on a 
Southdown the other evening at Delmonico’s 
when his attention was called to a couple 
of pimply faced, swell young fellows who had 
evidently met after a long separation, and 
who were swapping lies about the travels they 
had indulged in meantime. One of them 
pretended that he had forgotten all about 
America, he had been abroad so long, and 
was so much better pleased with everything 
English, which he affected to a degree that 
was absolutely nauseating, although in point 
of fact he had never been farther over the 
water than to Hoboken or Jersey City. Fi- 
nally, however, he capped the sickishness 
when the waiter presented the check for the 
repast they had partaken of. 

‘*Aw, how much is it, aw?” he asked, 
looking at the check through his single eye- 
glass. 

‘* One dollar seventy-five,” 
er. 


replied the wait- 


‘‘Aw, beg pardon, aw—how much is it in, 
aw, shillings and pence ?” 

The waiter did not wilt: he was evidently 
used to such jackasses, but THE JUDGE was 
nearly overcome by the asinine exhibition. 





IF anybody doubts that Harry Kennedy is 
not the greatest song-writer of the period, let 
him take in his last effusion in that line, while 
contemplating the fact that he is the author 
of: ‘‘Baby’s Empty Cradle’s Gone,” ‘ Old- 
Fashioned Chromo of My Mother,” ‘‘’Tis a 
Hollyhock from the Old Gal’s Grave,” ‘* Moth- 
er’s Teeth are Falling Out,” ete., ete.. ete. 
The last one is called ‘‘ When the Grandpop 
Takes. His Nip.” But having no ear for 
music, THE JUDGE is only attracted by the 
words, one verse of which he gives as a speci- 
men of what moves him: 

** Oh, the little brown jug he loved so well, 

That stood in the kitchen cupboard, 

He was sure to visit at ‘leven o'clock, 
But never like Mother Hubbard; 

For his grandchildren kept that brown jug full, 
And if his spirits should flicker, 

How we loved to see him reach for it, 
And smile, it’s the welcome ‘ chicker.’ 

CHORUS. 

Oh, the smile that comes with grandpop’s ‘smile,’ 
Would surely the wings of sorrow clip; 

And reverently we gather near 
When our grandfather takes his nip.” 

MAYOR GRACE might do another gracious 


thing now by closing the policy shops. 


Meaner swindles do not exist anywhere than 


| they are, and it is the duty of the authorities 


‘ay be | 


' 


to protect the poor fools who seem anxious 
to be swindled. 


A BROADWAY DIALOGUE: First bootblack 
—‘‘T say, Patsy, lend me a nickel, will ye?” 
Second bootblack—‘‘I’d do it in a minute, 
Bob; but the fact is the Newark bank’s fail- 
in’ has made me a little short for a few days.” 
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THE JUDGE. 
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OUR ELEVATOR BOY. 


Wuo calmly eyes us o’er and o’er, 

And gets us out on the wrong floor, 

While o’er some novel he does pore— 
Our elevator boy. 


Who “ Empty Cradle” sweet does sing, 

And never comes when we do ring, 

He’s praticing the “ Highland Fling”— 
Our elevator boy. 


Who’s cooler far than ice or snow, 

Whose language runs in constant flow, 

Who knows when we don’t want to go— 
Our elevator boy. 


What do we pray for night and day 

Is that something may give way, 

And send him with angels to stay 
Our elevator boy. 


—E. E. TEN EYCK. 





POPULAR FARCES. 
OUR BOB-TAIL CARS. 


REPORTED BY ‘“ED.” 





|Scene—Interior of a Bleecker street bob-tail 
car. Time—any time you please. Char- 
acters—the usual characters to be found 
upon a bob-tail car. Driver 
playing star role; car stops. 
stinate character. 


of course 
Enter ob- 
Car is crowded, and 
down. Two 
Obstinate character’s 


obstinate character sits 
blocks are passed. 
fare is unpaid. Driver rings a solo upon 
the bell. Obstinate 


quietly at the scenery. 


character 
Driver brakes up 
car suddenly and epens door. | 


gazes 


Driver (indicating Obstinate Character). 
Where’s your fare ? 

Obstinate Character (quietly).—In_ my 
pocket. 

Driver. 


Obstinate 


Why don’t you put it in the box? 
Because I do 
choose to discomfort and incommode at 


Character. not 


least 


twenty people by crowding up to the box. If 


you desire my fare you can come after it! 
Driver.—I can't. 
Obstinate Character. —Why not? 


Driver.—It is against the rules of the com- 


pany for me to collect anybody’s fare. You've 
got to put it in yourself. 
Obstinate Cheracter.—Well, quietly and 


unostentatiously, I will tell you that I won't. 
You've got to come after it if you wish it. 
Driver.—If 1 should I would be discharged. 
Obstinate Character.—And if I refuse to 
put it in the box I 
Driver.—You'll get arrested. That’s law. 
You've got to put it in or I'll put you out. 
Obstinate Character.—I won't put it in and 





I won't get out. You can’t put me out, 
either. 
[Proceeds to take off his cravat. Driver 


weighs him up. Driver concludes that 


he is not a safe man to tackle. Stops | 
var. Car remains stopped for several 
minutes. Some minutes elapse. No 


signs of car proceeding. People who have 
to meet an engagement, catch a train, or 
are otherwise pressed for time, feel very 
happy. Cries of ‘‘Go ahead!” ‘What 
are you waiting for?” ‘Is thisa sleeping 
ear?” ‘*Half an hour for refreshments,” 








are launched at driver. Driver quietly 
sits upon car rail and whistles, ‘‘ Jordan 
is a Hard Road to Trabel!” Finally in- 
dignant character gets up and goes to 
car dk 0r. | 
Indignant Character.—See here, driver, 
why don’t you go ahead? 
Driver.— Cause I can’t. 
Indignant Character.—Why not? 
Driver.—Party in the corner won't pay his 
fare. I can’t go ahead till all fares are paid. 
Indignant Character.—And you will keep 

a whole car-full of passengers waiting till the 

Lord knows when because one man won’t— 

and rightly, too—press through the car to put 

his fare in the box? 

[Driver does not deign to reply. Hums 
‘“‘Mary Ann, I'll Tell Your Ma,” and 
chirrups affably to passing young ladies 
upon the sidewalk. By-and-by a police- 
man appears, who upon driver’s request 
enters car to put off obstinate character. 
The sudden discovery is then made that 
obstinate character hasn't been in the car 
for fully five minutes, having quietly 
glided out. Policeman glares savagely at 
driver. Passengers smilé audibly, all ex- 
cept indignant character, who vows to 
sue railroad company for damages result- 
ing from loss of time, and car proceeds 
on. Enter drunken character, big, broad 
and burly—regular ‘‘ Be Heavens” 
tomer and don’t you forget it. Proceeds 
to own the whole of it right away. | 

Drunken Character.—Whoop! What 
yer all looking at?) I’m—hic—full as a goat, 
and I’m glad of it. I can lick anybody in the 
ear! Putter my fare in der box, young tel- 
ler. 

(Timid character, otherwise ‘*‘ Young Feller,” 
does so meekly. 


cus- 


are 


Drunken character ab- 
sorbs his seat. 
next to 


There is a young lady 
drunken character. Drunken 
character blinks sweetly at her. | 

Drunken Character.—Yer a daisy, ain't 
yer?” 

Young Lady.—Sir? 

Drunken Yer a and 
yer know it. For two cents I'd kiss yer, sis. 
(Young lady flies up in affright. 


Character. posy, 

Drunken 

character reaches out his arms after her. 
Indignant character yells for driver. | 

Driver (putting his head in at door).— 
What's the kick? 

Indiqgnant Character.—Can’t 
That ruffian is grossly intoxicated. 
sulting that young lady. 

Driver.—Can't ? 

Indignant Character.—Why not ? 

Driver.—Can't leave the 
It’s against the rules. 

Indignant Passenger.—Then a lady riding 


you see? 
He is in- 
Put him out. 


front platform. 











alone ina bob-tail car has absolutely no pro- | 


tection against such insults or annoyance on 


the part of intoxicated men or so-called 
‘* mashers.” 
Driver.—None—less she protect herself. 


All we’re put here for is to see that everybody 

puts their fare in the box. 

{Meanwhile drunken character has made 
an attempt to embrace young lady. 
Muscular character calmly rises from 
his seat in the corner and for 


goes 


| 
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THE CIGARETTE MANIA, 


Boy OF THE PErtop.— Say, mister, why don’t yer keep a 


step ladder here for your customers ? 


i 


fight 
in which hats are smashed in, 
windows two 
ladies faint, and the air is full of pro- 
fanity. Finally drunken character is 
fired off of the back platform into the 
mud by muscular character, 


drunken character. Grand _ tree 
follows, 
broken, 


several one or 


who mod- 
estly accepts congratulations of passen- 
gers, | 

Driver comes into car. Asks passengers for 

names and addresses. 
Inquisitive Character.—What do you want 

my name and address for ? 

While I was 

watching the fight I runs over a kid, and IJ 

want kin testify that it 

wasn’t my fault if the kid’s folks growl ‘cause 


Driver.—Just for fun’s sake. 


yer name so’s yer 
he was run over. 
[Driver retires. 

bloeks. 


Inquisitive Character.—Driver, whatis the 


Car goes ahead for a few 
Suddenly stops. 


matter, now?! 

Driver (stoieally).—You will all have to 
get out! 

Inquisitive Character.—What for? 

Driver.—Hoss dropped dead, 

Inquisitive Character.—Can we take the 
next car? 

Driver.—Cert, if yer pay yer five cents. 

Inquisitive Character.—But I've paid my 
fare to go to Fulton Ferry. It is not my fault 
that the horse is dead. J hadn’t ought to 
pay twice. 

Driver.—Can't help it—it’s rules. If yer 
ride in the next car yer will have to pay 
your fare in the next car. Git out, all of yer! 
we're agoin’ to put the cay on der sidewalk. 


[Tableau. (Quick curtain. | 


Tue last fly of summer is bleached and forlorn, 

Its buzzing companions are frosted and gone, 

But eggs are behind them, though their race be run, 
And next year they'll go for us, aye, ten to one! 
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THE JUDGE. 





No. 194 FIFTH AVENUE, 
Under Fifth Ave. Hotel. 


No. 212 BROADWAY, 
Corner Fulton Street. 


i= STYLES ARE CORRECT !! 





Z=NOXx, 





WORLD RENOWNED 





| ENGLISH HATS, 
“Wartin’s” Umbrellas. 





THE HATTER’S “DENTS” GLOVES, 


Foreign Novelties. 
| QUALITY — THE BEST!! et 


Agents for the sale of these remarkable EU AA "4" can be found in every city in the United States. 
All Hats manufactured by this house are the recognized standard of excellence throughout the world. 


genuine without the trademark. 


None 





J. W. JOHNSTON, 


SHIRTS, 


260 GRAND ST., NEW YORK. 
All Wool Scarlet Under Shirts, $1 to $1.50 Each. 
Merino Under Shirts, 37, 50 and 75 cts. Each. 
Six Dress Shirts to Measure, for $9 
Also, No. 379 SIXTH AVENUE, 


3rd Door above 23d Street. 


Keep’s Shirts 


GLOVES, UMBRELLAS, UNDERWEAR, Ete. 





Samples and Circulars mailed free. 
KEEP MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 
Stores: 112 Tremont Street, BOSTON. 637 & 1193 
Broadway, and 80 Nassau St., NEW YORK. 


Russian Baths! 
18 LAFAYETTE PLACE, 


NEW YORK. 


Everything that Health and Comfort could devise for a 
perfect Bath may be realized here. 





Near Broadway, 





THE CHEAPEST NOVELTY HOUSE 
IN THE WORLD. 


GOLD! GOLD! Easily Made. 
$10 aday. Employ- 
ment for all. We 
want agents in every 
town in the U.S. and 
Canada to introduce 
our new novelties. 
Jewelry, Watches 
Tricks. Brazilian 
Diamonds. Cata- 
logue and Samples sent for 11 one 
cent stamps, Brazilian Diamonds 
in Studs, Rings, Pins, 25, 50, 7 





. cents, $1.25 up to $18.00. Bankrupt 
Stock, Seven Shot Revolvers. 75 cents each; Stem Winding 
Watches, $3.00. A full line of Holiday Goods and Trick Cabi 
nets, from 25 cents up to $2.00 each. 


FELTON MANUFACTURING COMPANY, 


No. 138 Fulton Street, N. Y. 


E, RIDLEY & SONS, 


GRAND, ALLEN and ORCHARD STS. 


Trimmed and Untrimmed 


HATS and BONNETS. 


New Shapes. Cannot be seen elsewhere, 
FEATHER TURBANS, at $1, $1.25, $1.50, $1,75, $2 up. 
BEAVER HATS, full napped and edge, $1, $1.25, $1.39 to $3. 
Allcolors, Gents’, Youths’ and Boys’ Hats, unusually 
Our stock of the very finest grades. . 


FUR DEPARTMENT. 


Sealskin Sacques and Dolmans. Fur-Lined Circulars and 
Dolmans. Fur Collars, Pelerine Capes, Muffs, Fur Trimmings, 
&c. Every article warranted. Ladies’ and Children's 


UNDERWEAR. 
Infants’ Outfits, &c. 
KID GLOVES, 
550 Dozen Real German Lambskin ) ?-Buttons. 
slovea, , 
Whites, Blacks and New Shades. { 45c. 
On Counter in Baskets, Slightly Damaged, 


1S CENTS PER PAIR. 


EDW. RIDLEY & SONS, 


$09, 311, 311 1-2 GRAND STREET, 
58, 60, 62, 64, 66, 68 and 70 Allen Street, 
59, 61, 63 Orchard Street. 








A CONVENTION of humorous paragraphers is talked 
of. It might have been well to leave the mourning 
emblems exposed for a few weeks longer. The un- 
fortunate city upon which this somber affliction will 


fall has not yet been named.-~—Syracuse Sunday Times. 


UNcLE Nace, a stingy old darkey, who keeps a kind 
fa cold cabbage hashery on Austin avenue, and has 
a young wife, met Uncle Mose last Friday. Mose saw 
richt off that there was something the matter with Old 
Nace, so he asked him if he had the toothache, or if it 
was only the rheumaticks that had twisted his mouth 
out of shape. ‘‘ Hit am my wife. She has been false 
ter me. Ihab de proofs. I seed her a-huggin’ an’ a- 
kissin’ 
boardin’ wid us.” ‘* What’s yer gwine ter do about it? 
asked Mose. ‘* What kin I do? Eft let on like I had 
lost confidence in Whangdoodle, he may change his 


le Reverend Whangdoodle-Baxter, who am a- 


boardin’-house.”— Texas Siftings. 


‘*FaARMER Rosptnson,” said Miss Fitzjoy, as she 
grasped him by the hand, ‘‘I am delighted to welcome 
you to ourcity home. Make yourself perfectly at ease.” 


‘Yes, ma’am, yes, ma’am. Wife told me to come 


down and look up the new styles of dadoes and fixins, 
and to send back a few yards of the best lambrequins 
in town.” ‘* Why, bless your old heart, they don’t sell 
lambrequins by the yard. ‘‘Don‘'t they? Glad of it. 
Like to find something in the city that’s sold by the 


bushel. Seems home like.”"—Tom Wearer. 


Tue worst feature about this rainy weather is that it 
has 


galvanized all the embalmed umbrella jokes. In 
almost every exchange we have run across 
A dead and buried old joke 
A musty and stale old joke, 
An antedeluvian, Jupiter Pluvian, 
Dug-up-from-the-grave old joke. 
Boston Globe. 
Aways on ‘‘deck” and bound to win—Four aces. 
Erratic Enrique. 
Tue estate of a rich man is hallowed ground to the 
lawyers, and they will travel for miles to prey upon it. 


American Queen. 
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PROFESSOR 


pORSFORDS 


guOoSPHATY¢ 


AKING & 
POWDER, 


Made from Professor Horsford’s Acid 
Phosphate. 
Recommended by leading physicians. 
Makes lighter biscuit, cakes, etc., and 
Qe healthier than ordinary Baking Pow- 
er. 
Incans. Sold at a reasonable price, 
The Horsford Almanac and Cook Book 
sent free. 
Rumford Chemical Works, Providence, R. I. 


The Bald-Headed Club, 
On a Jury, 
Red-Hot, 


By “BRICKTOP.” 



































THREE OF THE FUNNIEST BOOKS EVER PUBLISHED. 





PRICE, 10 CENTS EACH. 


FRANK TOUSEY, Publisher, 


Box 2730. 20 Rose street, N. Y. 





BRICK 


purchase this book and judge for 
Publisher, No. 


a copy by return mai! 


Street, New 


20 Rose 


everybody knows 
> 


ks ever published ; 
to 


Do not fail 


day. 


sto FRANK TOUSEY, 


and you will receive 


“*“BRICKTOP.” 


the 
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Send 10 cent 


One of the 


TOP” 





MY WIFE’S MOTHER, 


yoursell 
York, ¢ 








MANUFACTURER OF 3 


GRAND, SQUARE = UPRIGHT PIANOS 


PRICES REASONABLE. 


Warerooms: Fifth Ave. and W. Sixteenth St., New York. 


TERMS EASY. 
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7 REASONS 


WHY 


BENSON'S CAPCINE PLASTERS 


SHOULD BE PREFERRED 


OVER ALL OTHER FAMILY MEDICINES. 


First-CLEANLINESS IN USE ; they are so im- 
measurably neater and cleaner in use, and so much more power- 
ful, quicker and efficacious in removing ailments, than lini- 
ments, medicated oils, salves, pads of every description, oint- 
ments and lotions, that the first reason should induce the public 
to prefer them, 

Second—INEXPENSIVENESS;; without exception 
it is the cheapest meritorious household remedy ever com- 
pounded, 

Third—They are a great and necessary improvement on the 
slow action of India Rubber Porous Strengthening Plasters, and 
all remedies employed externally ; they possess all the merit of 
the India Rubber Porous Strengthening Plaster, and contain in 
addition thereto, neuly incorporated active vegetable therapeutic 
agents, which act specially with an increased rubefacient, stim- 
ulating, strengthening, sedative and counter-hritant effect. 

Fourth—Their action is more vigorous than electricity, and 
as a local remedy they are more powerful and penetrating. 


Fifth—One Benson’s Capcine Porous Plas- 
ter will effect more than the use of a dozen of any other 
brand. 


Sixth—They will quickly cure ailments that other remedies, 
after continuous use and wear, fail to relieve. 


Seventh—Physicians prescribe them for their patients, pre- 
ferring them to any other porous plaster, which alone is over 
whelming proof of their value and superior merit. 

CAUTION. 
See that the word CAPCINE is cut in the Plaster, 


Take no other. Price 25 Cents. 


SEABURY & JOHNSON, 


Pharmaceutical Chemists, 





THE JUDGE 


Two gentlemen were seated upon the steps of the 
house of one of them, on a mild evening this summer, 
when a very large woman, with rustle of voluminous 
silks and roll of voluminous person, entered the next 
dwelling. ‘‘ Who is that?” asked the visitor. ‘‘ That,” 
answered the master of the house, ‘‘is my neighbor 
Webster's wife.” ‘‘ Oh, I see,” was the ready rejoinder, 
‘* Webster’s unabridged.—Boston Courier. 


We don’t know much about it, of course, but we 
should think, after a man had been secretary of the 
treasury for three or four years, and had occasionally 
‘dumped fifty millions of dollars” into Wall street to 
relieve the money market, and had called in twenty 
million sixes at one time, and bought two million of 
bonds every week, and disbursed eleven millions one 
week and eighteen millions the next, we should think 
it would gravel him awfully to go back into his law 
office when the administration changed, and make out 
an abstract of a farm away out in Buckshaw county 
and sell it for an old woman down in Kickapoo town- 
ship to an old fellow out in Waukindaw settlement, and 
only get a fee of $32 and have to wait four months for 
that, and then have to take a sorrel colt for it. 
lington Hawkeye. 


Bur- 


HisToRIcaL difference: ‘‘ Washington never smiled” 
is tradition; ‘‘Grant never ‘smiles’ ” New 
York News. 


is fiction. 


Mexico has a journal called The Diario. 
know whether it is chronic or not.- 


We don’t 
Laramie Boom- 


erang. 


Ir is not always a good thing to catch a man’s mean- 
ing if he means to hit you with a club.—New Orleans 


Picayune. 


Tue only thing lacking to make Chicago a success is 
a bronze statue of Mrs. O’Leary’s cow.—Boston Com- 
mercial Bulletin. 

OVER-DRESSEs and all draperies are looped high, giv- 
ing the panier effect around the hips, and the rooster 
tail effect in the back.— Yonkers Gazette. 


Trutu is getting to be such rare timber that it is 
mostly used to veneer falsehood.— Whitehall Times. 


PEARSON & TALLMAN. 
SHIRT MAKERS. 


389 Sixth Ave., cor. 24th St., 
And 22 FOURTH AVENUE. 


The largest and finest assortment of Silk and Wool Under- 
wear in New York. Silk Umbrellas, Fine Neck Dressings, Ac. 


Manufactory, 39! & 393 Sixth Avenue 


CHEAP** 
BOOKSTORE IN THE WORLD. 


New Catalogue Free. 





Send Stamp. 


LEGGAT BROTHERS, 
No. 81 CHAMBERS STREET, 
Third door West of Broadway, NEW YORK. 


N. HUBBARD MILLER, 
TAILOR and IMPORTER 


Nos. 101 & 103 Nassau &t., 
NEW YORK. 





BENNETT BUILDING, 








CASH PAID 


FOR 
Old Newspapers, Books, Pamphlets, Rags, Rope and 
Bagging, Copper, Brass, Lead, Zinc, Pewter, Type 
Metal, Electrotpe Plates, Stereotype Plates, Tin Foil 
Tea Lead, and Old Metal of every description. 
ORDERS BY MAIL PROMPTLY ATTENDED TO. 
Will send to any part of the City or suburbs. 


STOCKWELL, 





25 ANN STREET, - - - NEW YORK. 





BILLIARD TI 
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The grand medal, the highest premium over all nations, has been 
awarded to the Collender Billiard Tables and Combination Cushions, Balls, 


Cues, etc., at the Paris Exhibition of 1878. 


At the Centennial Commission, Philadelphia, in 1876, the Combination 
Cushions were reported the only ones scientifically correct in the angles of 


incidence and reflection. 


New and second-hand Billiard Tables in all designs at lowest prices. 


THE H. W. COLLENDER CO. 


Et SEE dion vccvencsdscetnesceecsoet New York. 
84 and 86 STATE STREET .-.--.-....--.--------- Chicago. 


15 SOUTH FIFTH STREET -.-------- 





SEND FOR ILLUSTRATED CATALOCUE. 





TABLES, 


241 TREMONT STREET ..-.. --.-.--..--.-----Boston. 
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OLD LADIES FOR 
EASY GHAIAS 














COOGA} 
FURNITURE 


Bowery & Grand st, 





SOME OF THE 
EOPLE 


THAT GO TO 





FOR 





COR. 
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aay 4 - 





NEW YORK. 
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THE JUDGE. 








to shoots some dings. 





Hans Von Tinklepaugh, with dog and gun, goes out 


















Dogs eré 


a little rank at first. 
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{ Dog won't have it. 
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Hans says there is only 
“ <fak just enough for him. 
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Hans’ return to his shop. 








